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no means strictly suitable. '. JOHNSON. ' Steele, I believe, practised the lighter vices.'
Mr. Warton, being engaged, could not sup with us at our inn; we had therefore another evening by ourselves. I asked Johnson, whether a man's1 being forward to make himself known to eminent people, and seeing as much of life, and getting as much information as he could in every way, was not yet lessening himself by his forwardness. JOHNSON. 1 No, Sir; a man always makes himself greater as he increases his knowledge.'
I censured some ludicrous fantastick dialogues between two coach-horses and other such stuff, which Baretti had lately published2. He joined with me, and said, ' Nothing odd will do long. Tristram Shandy did not last3.' I
thoroughly convinced of many things of which he often repented, and which he more often repeated, he writ, for his own private use, a little book called the Christian Hera, with a design principally to fix upon his own mind a strong impression of virtue and religion, in opposition to a stronger propensity towards unwarrantable pleasures. This secret admonition was too weak; he therefore printed the book with his name, in hopes that a standing testimony against himself, and the eyes of the world, that is to say of his acquaintance, upon him in a new light, might curb his desires, and make him ashamed of understanding and seeming to feel what was virtuous, and living so quite contrary a life.'
1  ' A man,' no doubt, is Boswell himself.
2  '"I was sure when I read it that the preface to Baretti's Dialogues was Dr. Johnson's; and that I made him confess."   " Baretti's Dialogues-!   What are they about ?"   " A thimble, and a spoon, and a knife, and a fork!   They are the most absurd, and yet the most laughable things you ever saw.    They were written for Miss Thrale, and all the dialogues are between her and him, except now and then a shovel and a poker, or a goose and a chair happen to step in."' Mme. D'Arblay's Diary, ii. 263.
8 'April 4, 1760. At present nothing is talked of, nothing admired, but what I cannot help calling a very insipid and tedious performance; it is a kind of novel called The Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy ; the great humour of which consists in the whole narration always going backwards.' Walpole's Letters, iii. 298. ' March 7, 1761. The second and third volumes of Tristram Shandy, the dregs of nonsense, have universally met the contempt they deserve.' /<£. 382. '"My
expressedlfi'/w ft>r //it/tut-// utttt //A* H'rHin^s (erl. 1714, p. KOI, hays of himself:   ' He tir.nt became an author when an <-nsign of the (Jtiards, a way <>f lile expiwed to mu« h irregidarity, and beintf
